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she then again settled in Paris? Has she anything to live on
from the effects of M. Demidoff, her late and I think unworthy
husband? On the whole it is brave and good of her to return
near to her friends, at the risk of new upsets.

I am glad that these little faces of children pleased you. I
embrace you very much, you are so kind, I was sure of it.
Although you are a mandarin, I do not think that you are like
a Chinaman at all, and I love you with a full heart.

I am working like a convict.

G. Sand

CXCIX.    To GEORGE SAND

Dear master, I received your article yesterday, and I should
answer it at length if I were not in the midst of preparations
for my departure for Paris. I am going to try to finish up
with Aisse.

The middle of your letter made me shed a tear, without con-
verting me, of course. I was moved, that was all, without being
persuaded.

I look vainly in your article for one word: "justice,'* and all
our ill comes from forgetting absolutely that first notion of
morality, which to my way of thinking composes all morality,
Humanitarianism, sentiment, the ideal, have played us suf-
ficiently mean tricks for us to try righteousness and science.

If France does not pass in a short time to the crisis, I be-
lieve that she will be irrevocably lost. Free compulsory educa-
tion will do nothing but augment the number of imbeciles.
Renan has said that very well in the preface to his Questions
contemporaines. What we need most of all, is a natural, that
is to say, a legitimate aristocracy. No one can do anything
without a head, and universal suffrage as it exists is more
stupid than divine right. You will see remarkable things if
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